108                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
wounded woman The earth we turned up for his grave was humid and yellowish We put a cross, a sign, and his red-and-white armband on his grave We left him there, where he had died, signing with his own blood Poland's covenant with freedom.
In the afternoon I undertook a mission to *the store of the Kupalsb. brothers in quest of some wine for our station. Golecz was still very sick and a glass of good red wine would help him. On our way back we planned to call on some of fie boys from our post in the hospital and cheer them up
To impress the KupalsH brothers, I put on a clean white nurse's apron and told Andrew and Nalecz, who were going with me, to shine their shoes and brush their uniforms We got our passes from Lieutenant Pobog and stopped off at the garden of the Chanty Sisters to rob the good nuns of a magnificent bouquet for the wounded boys.
On Copernicus Street, people began to throw knowing glances at us, shouting congratulations and making wise-cracks. Could they not put two and two together? One did not see a nurse in spotless uniform, carrying a large bouquet, and accompanied by two men with shiny boots, without drawing conclusions.
^Before or after?" "So she got you after all, soldier, eh?" Jolly voices shouted after us
There was an epidemic of weddings. Everywhere one saw young couples either going to or coming from their wedding ceremonies. The stiff old-time marriage rules and formalities were no longer observed. A priest giving his blessing to a new couple right in the street was a common sight As there was no way of producing documents to prove one's statements and no time to publish the banns, all the priests required from the couples was an oath before God Almighty that they were free to